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coiled up, her head raised and turning towards
any one who came a little nearer.

First of all we held her down with long sticks,
and then managed to put a loop of string round
her neck and two of us carried her to a safe
distance holding her aloft by each end of'the
string. There we again held her down with sticks
as before and carefully cut the pieces of rope on
either side. After performing this feat, in which
Sadhu Charan of course had taken the most
active part, we came back satisfied that the
trouble was over. But to our surprise there she
was again, and we readily recognised her by the
loop round her neck. Again a similar campaign
was gone through and she had to be removed to
a goodly distance to ensure safety. Afterwards
we used to refer to her playfully as the <{ snake
with the neck-tie/'

With such little occasional variations our life
of austerity and meditation glided smoothly on.

I remember quite well an incident in the
Ashrama when we were all seated at the dining
table. The meal was long over, but no one got
up, no one stirred for fear of interrupting the flow
of the Swami's words. From his lips came the
most sacred, the sublime truths we had ever
listened to.

The Swami spoke of his Master, He told us
how, when he saw the Master for the first time,
he was reminded of Shukadeva. The Master step-
ped out from a carriage supported by Hridoy,
for he was in Samadhi, and staggered like one
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